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/ PARLOUR COMPANTON. 


‘Tho’ thus confin’d, my agile thoughts may fly 
Through all the regions of variety. Orwayr 
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MOTHERLESS MARY. jwas of a most tempting kind; and she 


(Continued ) surveyed it over and over again with 
When they reached Henfield, Mary}, jadmiration. “ It is mine now,” thought 
knew not how to direct the post-boy;iishe; “ for I shall never see Mrs. Bou- 
but, to her great delight, the doctorjverie again I dare say, and I am sure I 
chanced to past just as she was reluct- cannot find out Portman Square. How 
antly stepping from the chaise; she lucky! I never had such pretty things in 
hastily run up to him, and repeated her|my life. How pleased my mother will 
ar less tale. Mr. Danvers shook his/be!”’ his was the thought of a moment, 
head. “ I fear, my poor girl,” said he, ifor, on looking out of the window, she 
“it will be of no use; I saw yesterday| |saw the doctor “tide forward, and his sad 
that vour mother had not many hours tolerrand struck upon her memory; the 
live; however, I will go with you; just/te ars trickled down her cheeks; “ ah! 
stop ull I get my horse.’ ‘ 1 do not/if my mother is indeed dead, what am 
think the poor little creature can w alk} I do! Now I Sane she often told 
back,” said the lady; “ lam going to| me I was to be good and honest, and 
alight at the Lion, and I will pay the|God would take care of me when I 
driver to take her bi ick. “ You are|should be motherless; perhaps I am 
very good indeed, ma’am,” cried Mary; mot! ierless now, so I ought to be good 
“T am sure I should not be able tojiand honest, and I will; bi it then I must 
+ walk as fast as the doctor’s horse.’ ye ot keep these pretty things; for they do 
Mi ary had not been long in the chaise,/not belong to me.” These thoughts em- 
\ hen, groping about the seat, in the [ploy ed Mary till the driver opened the 
restless playfulness of childhood, she door, and told her he could not take her 
caught hold of a piece of ribbon. and ito the common as it was out of the way. 
drawing it out, found it attached to ay I know my way home,” said Mary, 
small net work bag, which had slipt}\“ so you need not trouble yourself; but 
down behind the cushion. The impulse|when you go to Henfield again, I wish 
, of natural curiosity led her to examine|you would give this bag to the lady who 
the contents, and, emptying it out into| was so kind as to take me up; I dare 
\her lap, she found a beautiful coral}say she left it in the chaise.” ‘* Oh! to 
wmecklace, a little amber box, which con-/be sure I will,” replied the post-boy, 
tained several pieces of gold coin, ajholding out his ready hand; * I shall 
morocco needle book, and a case of|be there to-morrow perhaps.” Satisfied 
tards, on which the owner’s address|lw ith this effort of honesty on her own 
Was written—“ Mrs. Bouverie, Port-jside, Mary had no suspicion that the 
tan Square.” Mary had never heardidriver never intended to seek for the 
of such a place; the prize she had foundiéwner of the bag; and she hastened home 
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without giving it a further thought.lias the ample fortune which Charlotte 
When she reached the white house, she hwould come into possession of, and the 
found the doctor surrounded by a num- | prospect of such an advantageous match, 
ber of the rustic neighbours, who were |lrendered it necessary that she shouk 
telling him how shamefully the deadijhave a finished education, Mi i's Bon. 


body of poor Mrs. P owell h ad been de- verie thought it best to res} ide the ore at- 


« 


a: 


serted. All that remained on the pre-| jest part ar the year in London. Con- 
mises appeared | barely sufficient to de-jsigned to a nursery from her infancy, 

fray the expense of the plainest funeral; land till her eight year, almost a stranger 
and as Mary knew of no relations orjto her mother, it is not to be imagined 
friends that her mother had, it was!|that Charlotte could feel for her that 
agreed that she must become chargeable | warm affection which children bear to- 
on the parish. Poor Mary wept bitter-| ‘wards parents whotake a livelier interest 
ly; but it was more for the loss of alin what concerns them. Mrs. Bouverie 
mother she dearly loved, than from the iwas, however, too blindly partial to this 
idea of her own wretched situation; jon|; child to perceive this deficiency of 
though she had heard that par ish child-|ifilial regard; or if she did pe rceive it 
ren ‘were sometimes treated harshly, upon some very glaring occasions, she, 


i 
and were put out . hart oh labour. Her in a great measure, consc oled herself by 


rr 

“+ . 5 

small stock of clothes, the gh not fine,/attribr tine it to the volatility and 
Tara 9 ancl ‘ enp a Vt t t} 4 } 1 4 , rt. , , Dies y ubled 

were heat, ana of superior quailty tojthougntiessness of youth, and redoubiec 


those of other country children; andher injudicious indulgences, in the hope 
these, she was told, she mig 
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f attaching her daughter to her, while, 
also a ring which was taken from thelin fact, by this very method she only 
finger of the corpse; it was composed of increased the selfishness of her disposi 
hair set in gol 1d. and of ee value.ition. 

though Mary prized it highly, as it had} (To be continued.) 

been always worn by her mother as a ; : 

guard to her wedding ring. On that} eins 

same evening, Mary was removed by] 
the parish officers to the work-house, 
where we must leave her a short time, 


STANZAS. 


Give me the maid whose finish’d form 








2 aes : Is true to Nature’s unspoil’d grace; 
and give some account of Mrs. Bou- Whose fond affections brig ehtly warm 
verie. The artless beauties of her face. 

. oe Gise me the maid whose ev’ry sigh 
Wt 2 ‘erie ne th . a ; > 
iva lS. Bouverie, was tne \ idow of a Breath $s pity, gentleness and love; 
gen itleman of large fortune, whose y Whose virtuous soul illumes her eye 
estates lay chiefly in the county of} With lustre caught from spheres above 
Essex; havi ing no son , the entailed land} Give me the maid whose heart has zeal 
and family mansion bec ame the pro-| To bid the pangs of sorrow cease; 
. hee event seein MED on bine 
pert tv of a ne phew , who was not yet 0 f| W hose graceful words ahke reveal 
Her bosom’s purity and peace 
age, and with it a considerable part of 
- ’ , ee 85 
his personal property, on condition that! Give me the maid'—and life's best bliss 
ld be brought about bet Will crown that virtuous woman’s smile, 
a union coulda be brougnt a tbo ul DetWec n) Will hang upon her melting kiss, 
the heir and Mr. Bou erie’s di aughte r| And soothe away each thought of guile. 
‘Charlotte, when they should both attain! °— 
a proper age, otherwise it was to go to acl 
a distant branch of the family. A very ea eI 
wstice reread Wh clemency. 
handsome income still remained to Mrs.. FURTIEE SOUR PET OSU EET? Y 


Bouverie, with which she also enjoyet d| The celebrated Charles Anthony Do- 
the priv ilege of remaining at the family- \mat, author of a valuable treatise on the 
seat, which was her favourite residence|civil law, was promoted to the office of 
during the minority of her nephew; but!judge of the provincial court of Clere 
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mont, in Auvergne, where he resided COMMAND OF 
with great applause twenty-four years.!| Marshall Turer 
One day a poor widow brought an ac- 
tion of process against the Baron de 


TEMPER. 

ine went frequently 
upon foot to church, and then took a 
turn alone upon the rampart at Paris, 
Nairac, her landlord, for turning her} without his servants, or any exterior 
out of possession of a mill, which was|\mark to distinguish lee One day, in 
her whole dependence. Mr. Domat) his walk, he passed a crowd of trades- 


heard the cause; and finding that she/men y ho Were playing at bowls, and 
had ignorantly broken a covenant of the i, who, not knowing him, called upon him 
lease which gave a power of re-entr | to judge of a cast 
he recomme nded mercy to the baron forjiand having » measured the distances, gave 
a poor honest tenant, who had not wil- his a The man against whom 
fully transgresse d, or done him anyjhe had determined, abused 
real injury. But Nairac being inexora- ; 
ble, the judge pronounced sente™ e of| 

xpulsion from the farm, with the 
mages mentioned i 
the costs of suit. 








> He took his cane 
J 


him: the 
marshal ll smiled; ned as he was goit ng to 
measure the ground a second time, sev- 
da-|eral officers who had been seeking him, 
n the lease, and als 0} came up and accosted him. The Title S- 


In de ‘livering this| man was confounded, and very 


hum- 
dex ree Mr. Dor mat w iped the tears of}! ily begge d p: ar don. The 


marshall an- 
compassion from his eyes, and assisted|lswered | him, “ Friend, you were in the 
In ralSil We the W idow, W ho had {: inte “dd. Iwron x to im: agipe th: at I would cheat 


from the loor. The compassionate|you.” He went sometimes, though ve- 


judge then presented her with the hun-| ry seldom tothe public theatres. He was 


dred Louis d’ors, the amount of heriigne day alone ina box, when there came 
damages and costs, which were paid tojin some country gentlemen, who, not 
the unfeeling landlord in court. ‘* Oh, knowing him, would oblige him to give 
my lord!” exclaimed the poor woman,|them his seat in the first row, upon his 
“when will you demand payment, thatrefusing they had the insolence to throw 
I may lay up for that , Purpos This hat and gloves > stage. With- 
“ When my conscience,’ replied th jout bemg moved, desired a young 
virtuous Domat, *“ shall tell me that I}lord of the first quality to gather them 
have done an imprudent act.” uy » for him; those who had im Saati d him, 
icnding who he was, vlushed, and w ould 
have retired; but he stopped them, and 


rHE LAND OF MY BIRTHS. iW ith a x reat deal of good hur nour told 


Hail? land of my birth, ever jocund and gay, ithem, “ that if they would contrive and 
How sweet are your valleys, your woodlands, \ 1t clos se. there was room enol ough tc r 
ee them all.” 
But my comrades! how many have mingled their, 
clay, | on 
Far, far from the dust of their kindred, and sives!|| 
Yet how proud was their course! and how glorious! , STANZAS. 
their day! a , ; 
Since it closed on the red fie'd of conquest and You ask me why only in moments of sadness, 
fame. ° | woo the soft dream which the muse can bestow; 
a - 1 . le af effactinn “tie ale tn ot 
Their laurels shall blossom, unsear’d by decay, Like the smile of affection ue lovely im gladness, 
Unstain’d by dishonour—unsullied by shame. | But brightest it gleams thro’ the darkness of w 


And long be rever’d the last sleep of the brave, 
By the patriot, the lover, the maiden, the friend — 
nd still be the curse of the coward and slave, 
To sigh for their glory—to envy their end! 
Though the wild winter blasts shall at intervals rave, 
O'er the verdure that springs from their proud 


Unlike the light train that in Summer’s gay bowers, 
Enliven our pleasures, but fly from our tears, 
My path she forsakes when [ wander thro’ flowers 
And lost in the suoshine her lig ght disappears. 


In the night-time of pain, and the winter of sorrow, 
trophied tomb; When fades ev'ry scene that was bleoming,and fair, 
Yet ahalo of glory encircles their grave, HOh then! one bright ray from her soft light borrow, 
And flashes its beams through eternity’s gloom, It guides thro’ the gloom, and forbids me despair 
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The world’s busy tviftes forgetting or scorning, || Try, gentil sirs, a diffrent scheme; 
She shrinks into silence, or flies from their sight, || For truly ‘tis an idle dream 
They hail, like the Lark, the bright rays of the 1'o woo with words of HONEY: 
morning, | Change (if ye wish their hearts to fix) 
She sings like the Nightingale only by night. | Your hearts into a coach and ix, 
—~ And com your sighs to MoxEy! 
— + eo | 
POETRY. Rios at 
From Hazhtt?s Lectures. PRIDE. 


Poetry is the music of language, answering to the| In c contemplating this passion, it mac 
music of the mind, untying, as it were, “ the se- 
eret col of hatmony.” Wherever any object takes ibe remarked, that mankind learn good 
such a hold of the mind as to cause us to dwell upon, | lw ill to each other. Earne stly looking 
and brood over it, melting the heart in tenderness, | it each other is intolerable, and, among 
or kindling it to a sentiment of enthusiasm; —wher- hose we consider our super iors we cast 
ever a movement of imagination or passion is im- {\ de ‘ Man ; fogs eee , 
pressed on the mind, which it seeks to prolong and/j Own our eyes. ivian Is a vain animal, 
repeat the emotion, to bring all other objects mtoi| md em ploy s the little talent of which 
accord with it, and to give the same movement of jhe 15 _posses sed in finding out his neigh- 
harmony, sustained and continuous; the music: ‘bour’s faults. As the ye are the win- 
in sound is the sustained and continuous. The m: 1si-| ' = eyes are 


eal in thought is the sustained and continuous also.||4OS from which our ideas within are 


' . 
There is a cluse connection between music and||‘liscovered, we are cautious of letting 
deep rooted passion. Mad peaple sing. As often}pbersons survey us too nearly; a con- 
$ articulati asses naturally into intonation, there|] _.: ; a ie . 1 
as articulation passes naturally into tator , “sciousness of foibles is the cause of this, 
poetry begins. Where one idea gives a tone and ls “oer ’ ] 
colour to others, where one feeling melts others}*"G We tat 1K, Ul it he who looks at us 
into it, there can be no reason why the same prin-ii or any time is medit: ating on our faults. 
ciple should not be extended to the sounds by which 
the voice utters these emotions of the soul, and 
® " . . "Te? , 
blends syllables and lines into each other It is to I tought fs » br uy the ce hrate rd De an Szorft, 


— + 


supply the inherent defect of harmony in the cus- E | 
very man has just as mucn vanity as 


au echo tol the sense, when the sense becomes a he wants under standing. 

sort of echo to itself—to mingle the tide of verse,) A man should never be ashamed to 
« the > -~ = ee . 

* the golden cadences of Poetry,” with the tide ot | .wn he has been in the wrong, whic os is 


feeling, flowing and murmuring as it flows—in short, || ; 
" ) o ( - wore 
to take the language of imagination from of thel ut saying in other words, that he 1s 


ground, and enable it to spread its wings where it wiser to day than he was veste rd: 1V. 
may indulge its own impulse—** Sailing with su- Our ps assions are like convulsion fit * 


; 


preme dominion through the azure deep of air” —/} whic h, thous sh the y make us str¢ rerfor 
without being stopped, or fretted, or diverted by 5 
the abruptness and petty obstacles, and discordant 
flats and sharps of prose, that poetry was invented. 
It is, to common language, what springs are to a| ie others upon ourselves. 
carriage, or wings to feet. In ordinary speech we | A brave man thinks no one his supe- 
arrive ata certain harmony by the modulations of} . : : “he c 

ors rior who does him an iujnry—for he has 


' 
voice: in poetry the same thing is done systemati- l. y ; ‘ . 
ealiy by a regular collocation of syllables. It has jit then in his power to make himself 
| 


heen well observed, that every one who declaims |< iperior to the other bv forgiveness. 

far ty oy ; > hier "iSCSI ‘ ° ° ? + >: 
teat. Prods. <cbte Dapetee ny, seated “egagianan : An atheist is but a mad and ridicu- 
a sort of blank verse or measured prose. The mer- wer . a al 

b 

ehant, as described in Chaucer, went on his way | IC mus Gerider Oo piety; ut a 1 core te 
“sounding always the increase of his winning.”— makes a sober je st of God and religion; 
very jose writer has more or less of rythmics cfr’ fir ds it easier to be on his knees ‘than 
adaptation except poets, who, when deprived of Ito dca good action, like an impudent 


the regular mechanism of verse, seem to have e noi , , i> enlt 
principle of modulation left in their writings. i‘ lebto~, who goes every Gay al d talks 


—o + pe arly with his creditor, without pay- 
SONG—n¥ PIND&R. ling him what he owes. 


ace ; : 
Ye gentil squires, give over sighs 


som: ary mechanism of language, to make the sound A 


rt ti ne, leave us the weaker ever after. 
‘o be angry is to revenge the faults 
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